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the fifth time, or his Atlantean heaving . . . words came; words
mingled with bloody spume came: forcing themselves out of his
mouth they came; with a wrench as if they brought his entrails
with them.
"Christ have mercy upon you!"9 gasped Mr. Geard. The words
were no sooner out of his mouth than a relaxed shivering fit
seized upon him and his head fell forward. His whole body
drooped forward, bending at the waist, the arms limp. Had there
been anyone to see his face at that moment it would have ap-
peared like the face of a corpse before its fallen chin has been
caught up and bandaged.
Perfectly still he remained, his eyelids drooping, his whole
frame limp. He was like a person who has been shaken by the
convulsions of some terrible fit, till, in the ensuing stillness, his
spirit seems to have gone out of him.
He remained, for what seemed to his own dazed consciousness
like several hours, in this position. Then, very slowly the life-
energy returned to him. All his dread was over now and a great
peacefulness descended upon him. Leisurely and comfortably and
with an exquisite feeling of sensual contentment he stretched
himself out once more in his little bed and pulled the purple
coverlet over his shoulders.
He began to feel very sleepy and with his sleepiness there fell
upon him a delicious sense of inscrutable, unutterable achieve-
ment. But the Mayor of Glastonbury was not allowed just yet to
enjoy his hard-earned repose.
There came a very definite sound to his ears at the end of the
room, at that place in the wall of King Mark's chamber where
was the door leading out upon the Bridge of Sighs. It was the
sound of that little door opening inward upon its rusty hinges.
With a drowsy and a rather irritable movement he heaved himself
up again in his bed.
And the door was closed carefully and gently, there before
him; and a slender black figure, holding a flat candlestick in its
hand, advanced with bare feet across the floor towards his bed.
Rachel Zoyland did not utter a word till she reached his bed-
side. Then in a voice that trembled on the edge of a child's pas-
sionate crying-fit she said brokenly: